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from which we got off with great difficulty. The most
memorable incident of the voyage was a storm, which
came on us one evening as we were nearing Dinapore.
There was so little warning of its approach that we, who
knew not the climate, were quite unprepared for its
coming. Before breaking on us we were brought to a
standstill, the flat was separated from the steamer, and
both flat and steamer were brought to anchor. The sky
suddenly became dark, we heard puffs of wind, and then
the storm burst on us in all its fury. The dust was so
raised that we could see only a few feet from the flat, and
the flat scrolled that every-now and then a splash of
water came in at the windows. A scene of great con-
fusion ensued. Some Indo-Portuguese servants were on
their knees, imploring Mary—" Madam, Mariam !"—to
save them. The Hindus were loud in their appeals to
"Ram, Ram !" while the Muhammadans shouted "Allah,
Allah!" A newly airived English lady almost fainted from
fright, and her husband tried to calm and assure her. Every
face indicated anxiety. In less than an hour all was over,
and we were thankful to find ourselves once more in
safety.
Before leaving England I had possessed myself of a
Hindustanee Grammar, and in Calcutta of a Hindustanee
Dictionary. On the voyage to India I did not make
much of the grammar, but on the way to Benares I gave
myself resolutely to learning the language. I found a
young native officer on the flat who knew^a little English,
and who professed to be a good Hindustanee scholar. I
got the consent of the native officer in command to his
coining to my cabin when off duty, and I spent hours
daily with him, trying to get my tongue about the strange
sounds, with which I knew I must be familiar if I was to

